T hemcil Lamentable 7raoecIis 

That brcUijIit heifor this j.ia[ good tutnc fo fai re. 

Enter the Empero(ir,Tamora ^rE»ter at theothrJoore 
andhertVfo fomet , vpiih theK^Bafcianus and hatttnia 
Moore at one doorc, ^^wtth others. ^ 

Saturnine. So Bafctanns, you haucplnidyourprize, 
Godgiueyouioy fir of yourgallant Bride, * 

Bafcianns. A nd youof yours my Lord,I fay no more 
Nor wifh no leire,and fo I take my leaue, ’ 

Saturnine, rraitor.if Rome haiiclaw.or vsetiaucpowcr 
rhoirand rhy faflion Hiall repent this Rape, * 

Bajftanus, Rape call youit my Lord to ceaze my owne 
JVly true bctrothedloue, and now my wife; * 

But let the lawesof Rome determine all, 

A'leane whileam I poUeftof thatis mine. 

Saturnine, risgood fir, you are veriefitort with vs. 
But if weliue,"'celebeas iTiarpe with you, 

Bafcianns, MyLordwhat I hauedoneasbeftIm.ay,’ 
Anfwerc I mull,and fiiall doo with my life, * 

Ouely thus mucli Igiueyour Grace to know. 

By all the duetics that I owe to Rome, 

This Noble Gentlcmanr.ordT'/r^/ here, 

T s in opinion andin lionour wrongd. 

That in therefeueof Lauinia, 

Wichhisownehand did flay his youngeftfonne, 

Jnzeale toyou,and highly moude to wrath, 

TO be controwld in thathe fr3nkelieg,iuc. 

Rcceaue him then to (iiuour Saturnine, 

That hath exprefl himfclfc mall his deeds, 

A fathcrand a friend totheeand Rome. 

T/tus, Prince Bafcianns leaue to pi cade my deeds, 

Tis thou,and thofe,that hauc diflionourcd me, 

Rome and therightcous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loude and honoured SatHrnine. i 


tamera^ 


of Titus Andronicus. 

ranter a. My worthy Lord, if euerT^wuM, 
VVeregratiousmthofe Princelicciesof thine, 
thenlieare mefpeake indifferently for all: 

Andaf my fute (fweete) pardon what is pall:. 

Saturnine. V Vhat Madam be diflionoured openly. 
And balclic put it vp without reuenge. 
ramora. Not fo ray Lord,thc Gods of Rome forfend, 

I fliould be Authourtodiflionouryou. 

Baton minehonour darel vndertake. 

For good Lord Tttus innocence in all, 

VVholc fuiie notdifTemblcdfpcakes bis griefes: 

Then at my fute lookc grntioullic on him, 

Loofe not fo noble a friend on vaine f uppofe. 

Nor with fowre looks afflift hisgentlehart. 

My Lord : Be ruldc by me, be wonne at laff , 

Diffcmblc all your griefes and difeontents. 

You are butnewlie planted in yourrhrone. 

Leaf! then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpon a iuR finuay take Titus part. 

And fo fupplant you for ingratitude. 

Which Rome reputes to be aliainous finne. 

Y eeld at intreats : and then letme alone, 

I I e find a day to maffacre them all, 

And race their faftion and their familie, 

Tlie crucll fathcr.andhis traiterous fonne s, 

TO whom Ifuedfbr my dearc fonnes life ♦ 

And make them know what tis toleta Quecne, 

Knecicin the ftreets and begge for grace in vaine. 
Come,coinc fweete Emperour, (come t/4ndronic«S'^ 

Take vp this good old man, and cbeare the hart. 

That dies in tcmpcfl of thy angric ffowne. 

Saturnine. R ife Titus rife, my Emprefic hath preuaild. 
Titus. I thankeyoiir Maie{lie,andliermyLoro, 
rhefe words, thefclooksjinfufc new life in me, 
tamra, Tims I am incorporate in Rome, 
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